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of bones clad In a Jumble of rats
Another native pounced upon hlra and
shook blm like a terrier shakes a rat

"This man. aenor." said the sober
native, "curaes on htm be knows
where the little white angel ia. Come,

he will guide us there. Tell them, you
dog."

The dog told. He didn't want to,

but neither did he like the prick of
bayoneta through his hide so he told,

and thou he led the way. Hy the time
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NOTICE.

All people ars hereby warned
that yellow fever Is carried by
mosquitoes. Avoid being bitten If

you can and kill all the mosqui-

toes you find.
RAMON CARROL, Mayor.

In with U. 6. 8. Al-

bany.
"Gunner," he said to Neal, "you're

on shore leave, I know. Hut I'd be
glud If you'd buckle to and tack theRe
up In town. I'll go back to the ship
and get my squad and a fuw supplies.
Until then good-by.-

That afternoon ltaninn Carrol, the
mayor of Tortuga, stood, now clad in

nark in the luilglo. on the outskirts
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"Little White Angel;" Whined the Native.

Neal, after a few gasps for breath,
smiled at Annette forlornly.

Hernandez stamped his foot. "I

will give you two minutes to produce
the map of LoHt Isle." he said, "and
it it is not then forthcoming. . .

He paused. "Go on," said Neal,
"what then?"

At the end of two minutes he
thrust his watch back into his pocket.
He signed to Ponto. "The helniet3."
he commanded, "and the gloves."

Ponto produced two sets of crudely-fashione- d

head nets and hand gloves
made ot mosquito netting. Inez had
told him how to make them. Hern-

andez donned one set and Ponto
donned the other.

Neal and Annette, each with a
guard of two behind, were forced to
leave the hut, and forced down the
trail on the farther side of the small
bill.

After fifteen minutes' walk they
halted. Ponto spoke sharply to the
native who wa3 with them.

FASHION'S CHANCES FOLLOW IM

QUICK 6UCCESSI0

Ample Evidence Tnat We Are All of
U Very Transitory and of Little

Real Importance in the
World.

The pictures of women's funhiona of

twenty years ko look as qua ml to us

today as the fashions of a like period
of time prior therein probably looked

a acore of year ao. and as odd
queer as the fashions of a simllur
length of time before that ilouhtleas
seemed to the ihserver of two-scor- e

years ago, and so on. At almost any

date the modes of a decade or two
previous appear more or less ridicu-

lous, and this was probably so all the
wav down the corridors of time clear
to Eve, when, there being no lasliions
to look hack to. there was, of cnunx
nothing queer about them.

In the days of tight skirts we look!

back with amusement tr. the days of
hoops and crinoline. When hangs
were In voue we urn lied at the rec-

ollection of the chignon and waterfall.
Just as the days of the straight front
found the recollection of the Grecian
bend highly diverting. At any date,
from the present back to the time of

Godey's Indies' Hook, one could pick

up a fashion publication of a few years
bofore and enjoy a hearty laugh.

And so It will doubtless ever be;
the correct thing of yesteryear Is the
laughing sfock of today, mid the modes
of the present will he either humorous
or pathetic, according to how you look

at them, a few years hence.
And It Is not alone in the matter of

woman's garments that this rule holds
good The cabinet organ, once sup-

posed to bo a musical Instrument:
the Populists, thirty years ago sus-

pected of being a political party; the
silver tongued statesmen of yore,
with their tremendous pomposity and
appalling emptiness: "Uncle Tom s
Cabin" and "Ten Nights In a ,"

once venerated as vehicles car-

rying messages of vital Import; all
are now the subjects of Jests by the
light-minded- .

The elocutionist, the dodo, the torch-
light parade, the blue-gras- s cure, spirit-rappi-

ngs, the original Swiss Hell

Ringers, madstones, croquet and verv
many more once held the center of the
stage, but having served well or 111

their predestined purposes, are gone
forever. The world does move!

Judge.

When Soldiera Were Not Paid.
It Is gratifying to know that our

men In khaki, who, according to Mr.
Asquith, are now costing between

250 and 300 a head, receive their
pay with commendable promptitude.
In the prolonged campaigns of former
tlme9 our eoldl. rs often received no
pay for years, and considered thjm- -

selves lucky If they then procureu .
small part of what was due to them.
In one of iiis dispatches, May 27. 1703.

Marlborough complains of the great
hardships suffered by a certain regi-

ment to whom 3.7.00 was due. and
pointed out that it would "much con-

tribute to the service if some part of
it were paid to enable the colonel the
better to clothe his regiment and the
officers to support themselves in tha
army." London Chronicle. - ;r

Use for Prisoners of War. ' .

Austria has discovered a scientific
use for prisoners of war. Doctor I'och,
professor of anthropology and ethnol-
ogy at the University of Vienna, has
been granted the sum of $S00 by the
government to conduct anthropological
researches among the captives of Aus-

trian arms. He will measure their
skulls, tabulate the color of hair and
eyes, collect data as to dialect and
otherwise subject these human speci-

mens to the scientific "once-over- "

many times repeated. The good doc-

tor is said to be wildly enthusiastic
over the prospect of so large and va-

ried a collection of human material
for his investigation.

"Tired Hunter" Was a Corpse.
When Ii. L. fiurr went to his grist

mill, near Hall's Mills, he found lean
ing aftainst the door what he at first
supposed was a tired hunter who had
stopped to rest.

When he came closer he found it
was the body of H. Franklin Spotts,
who had by all indications placed th
muzzle of a shotgun in his mouth and
pulled the trigger with his foot, blow-

ing out his brains. Willinmsport d'a.)
Dispatch Philadelphia Inquirer.

wunny ocmi'mil-iiv-
.

"I wish." said Duhbleigh. as ha read
certain excuses made by certain peo-

ple In a section of the world that we
shall not identify other than by say
ing that it was "somewhere in

"that good old Homer was alive
today."

"What for to write cn epic?" quer-

ied Hingletop.
"Epic nothing." retorted Duhbleigh.

"To smite the blooming lyres.'

Why He Was Sure to Advance.
Clarence presented himself before

the father of the girl whom ho hoped
to marry and declared his intentions.

"I have no serious objections." said
the father, "but Is there any chance of
promotion for you or au increase in
your salary?"

"Is there?" exclaimed Clarence eag-

erly. "I don't see how I can hein it

Why, my position is next to the lowest
one In tjie whole establishment!"

Duck Turned Into Soap.
At the State university museum in

Lincoln, Neb., Is the body of a duck
that haB turned largely into soap.
This Is the first known specimen of
ihA Hnetrir Wnlcntt pxntmns Ihp

! phenomenon by saying that the duck
was fat and that the water, alkali ani
hot sun Bimply made soap of that por-

tion of the duck that was susceptible
of being so transformed.

they had readied tho outaklrts or tne
town, the whole town wo with tl.em

Hernandez, In his but, heard the
commotion, lie knew In his hones
whut It was. "Come on," he cried to
Ponto, "were going back into thai
swamp l swore they bliould not get
away you swore it, too."

"How will wo get there." shivered
Ponto.

"The Unite Is brute." said Hernan-
do, "where he has been once, tie
can always find the way. Come. Lead
on lead on."

The llrute, under the usual stimulant
of cuffs and blows, led on. I'onto fol-

lowed. At tho edk--e of the swamp.
Hernandez, with a wicked smile
dropped silently to one Hide and
crawled behind a clump of bushes.

Out on that fateful Islet In the cen-

ter of the iiuiiKmlre, Neal. his eyes
heavy lidded with sleep, was holding
Annette In his arms. She was ob-

livious. Suddenly ho woke her up and
sprang to his feel, drawing her with
him.

"Someone comes." he whlnpered.
No sooner had he said It than thn
Unite was upon them. Unseized Neal
as In a vise. Hut Neal a trickster In

wrestling match wriggled out of
his gresp. He seized a heavy stick
nnd limited nt tho Brute. The Brute
engaged him once again. I'onto tore
the stick away from Neal, and whirl-
ing It about his head, hrnurht It down
with a resounding crack upon Neal'a
head.

Neal dropped lllto a log.
Ponto, knowing the reason for haste,

turned and looked about him. He
was puzzled by Hernandez' absence,
hut this was no time to wonder. He
drew a knife and started toward
Annette.

"This time." he cried, "you shall
not get away."

Annette ran, crookedly, hysterical-
ly, across the small Islet. In another
Instant sne was waist deep in the
quagmire, and still sinking. I'onto
from terra flrma, lunged at her with
his knife but his lunge fell short.
Annette struggled away tried to
reach some place of safety. But her
way was blocked by a waterlogged
piece of wood. Against this she rest-
ed, wide-eyed- , watching Ponto's ef-

fortssinking, sinking all the time.
For the first time Rhe screamed.

The Brute, busy with Neal who lay
upon the ground, heard her and swung
around. He saw what was happening.
Ponto has raised his knife on Inch.
Falling to strike he was about to hurl
it at the girl and Ponto's aim was
perfect."... never get away." snarled
I'onto. At that Instant the Brute
seized a heavy stone in nis nana, aim

5

X.

' 3

41, hi

He Spied a Figure in a Wincow.
hurled It with tremendous force al
him. It grazed his head, stunning
him. The Brute, grasping in his hand
a sapling, leaned far out from the
shore of the little islet and with one
hand grasped Annette, drew her, drip-

ping from the quagmire and set lmr
on dry land.

. . , Behind him he heard shouts.
In a frenzy of fear, he seized Ponto's
body, slung it over his shoulder, and
then, with the instinct of a brute and
not a man, he leaped lightly, but sure-
ly, from bog to bog, and disappeared
along some pathless trail.

Ten minutes later A not to. in tho
midst of a motley crow 1 of tar3 and
natives and in the gU're of many
torches, was answering Neal's whis-
pered question.

"No, dear," she whispered hf.clv.
"they didn't get the map. They
couldn't get it. Last week I gave it

for safe keeping to the comnni'ider
of the Albany."

And then she fainted dead away.
(TO BE CONTINUED.)

The strawberry appears to excel the
blackberry in this respect: It doco not
grow on a cob.

Your chance of becoming rich is
only a little better than your cbauce
of being elected pope of Rome.

In the Samoan islands Is it breed of
cattle the bulls ot which seldom wei;;ii
more than 200 pounds and the (.ova
150 pounds.

Moscow offers a good rr.firkut for
carbolic acid and chloridn ot lirjo, b
cause of the expected oi!t'.rek of tr-- d

amies this spring.

his olllciul uniform, in the middle of
his doorway, surrounded by a clamor
ing mob,

"See, now, my people," he ex-

claimed, "there is no cause for alarm.
See whnt 1 am doing for you what
other mayor lias done so much? Note
the miignilieent cruiser of the United
States (ho Albanuz I have sent for
It It has come at my request. Up-

on thai cruiser are the most wonder-
ful specialists in the world they are
among you see, yonder soe tholr
while touts here, there, everywhere.
Out of my private fortune (which 1b

viint. my children) out of my private
fortune 1 am paying all these special-
ists. . . ." He sighted suddenly a
ligure on the ouukirts of the crowd.
His manner changed. The figure was
that of the surgeon of tho Albany
he pressed forward and Joined the
mayor.

"All, hi nor," suld the mayor, speak-in:- ?

in a low tone and rapidly, "I have
bon telling my people see I have
congreKute them for the purpose-h- ow

noble, beneficent your country is
how you have, free of all charge

and without expense come to our
prosperous little community and have
light tho pestilence. They are grate-
ful."

The surgeon snorted. "Excuse me
for a moment," he exclaimed. He
darted down the street and caught a
young woman by the arm Just as she
was entering an adobe hut.

The young woman was Annette Il-

ington.
"You young renegade," he cried,

sternly, "I thought I told you to keep
away hands off you'll kill yourself."

From inside there came a low moan-

ing sound a wail.
Annette broke away from the sur-

geon's grasp. "Gee whiz," he said,
"you're strong."

The wall inside turned to speech-quave- ring

Spanish
"Little white angel," cried the

voice, "come, little white angel and
lay your hands on me. Come quick,
before I die."

CHAPTER XLII.

Pernicious Plots.
It was after dark. Out of a clump

of trees upon a hill there sauntered
forth a man this man was Ponto. He
picked his way carefully warily. Be-

fore he knew it he was where he
wanted not to be in the streets of
the town. Once in, he started out,

but something attracted his attention.
A little crowd of men and women
stood about a placard tasked upon the
side of a hut. Ponto read it swiftly.

Ponto raised hi3 eyebrows signifi
cantly. He had heard rumors this
confirmed them.

"Mosquitoes," he said softly to him
self, "mosquitoes." He tucked the
word mosquitoes back in the inmost
recesses of his mind and went his
way. Skirting the town he reached
the Inn of the Spanish Don. From
the rear he spied a figure in a win-

dow. He whistled softly.
A woman in the window started

slightly, and peered out.
Ponto clamberod up to the window

and noiselessly tore the net from it,
immediately replacing it as best he
might. He sniffed the air.

"Ah," whispered Inez Castro softly,
"I am smeared with crude oil face
and hands and ankles. I am Immune.
Here, you smear also, Ponto."

"Where" queried Ponto, "is the
map?

"So far as I determine," answered
Inez, "she has It still."

"You cannot get it?"
"Not unless I show my hand," said

Inez.
Ponto shook his head. "Not," he

returned, "until the chief says the
word. What of mine host?" he quer
ied.

"A blood-sucker,- " answered Inez;
he'll do anything for coin."

"Summon him," said Ponto.
The proprietor was summoned. At

the door, at sight of Ponto he started
back in surprise. But Ponto held his
finsrer on his lins. and exhibited a
multitude of coins in the open palm
of his hand. The proprietor advanced
and quickly appropriated the coin.

"More later," whispered Ponto, "sit
down confer with us."

An hour later Ponto a black patch
on the background of black night it-

selfstealthily pushed open the door
of a hut in the middle of a clump of
small trees on a hllL

A man inside, waking suddenly, as
suddenly sprang up, knife in band.

"Soft, capitan," whispered Ponto, "it
is but I."

The two men struck a light and sat
down facing each other.

Ponto spoke in measured tones ev-

ery word that he uttered from now on
contained portent He knew what he
was about. In the back of his head
he had an idea baleful but useful.

"Yes," he said, "the mosquitoes car-

ry the pestilence. One might call it
the mosquito sickness just as welL
And at dusk, then is their time then
they bite the worst "

"Go on," commanded Hernandex,
grimly. He felt that Ponto waa hold-

ing something back.

WISE AND OTHERWISE

Among our natural curiosities la the
bore, so called because he never comes
to the point

Many a man takes the rest cure by
sending hla wife to the country.

life Is monotonous only to the man
who has not bad habits.

It la Capld's business to see that a
dm and hla wife are won.

SYNOPSIS.

On th flay of the eruption of Mount
ivlit ( iipi. John Hardin of the steamer
J'rliinm rescue Annette
Illusion frimi Mil oiHn bout, IiiiI In foreait
to leiivo behind hur father Mill x.

Ilinmon In tuuutultml by Her-niim-

nnil I'onlo In a win uttmiiiit to
fmt imperii which IllnKlr.n him niiiiiuBeil
o eml iiliiuird t tie I'iImcihh Willi blH

dmiKliti r, jmi.ei proving bin IHIh to ami
ti limn Ui" whereulioiiu of tlu Inxt lulu nil
of cinnabar. llliiKion'H Injury "uusi'H IiIh
mind to I mi"1 " bhink. Tblrtt'iMi year
cI'iihi. 1 rtimuleai. imw fin oiiitini KtiuifC-jrle- r,

Willi I 'until, I lies, u fi'inulH ueimii-jille- e.

mi I tl.i- - iiilnillesH bruin Hint onca
wa )liiu;!'iii, rotne In Henporl, where lbs

nlu nf ( I'Uiln ) I ii i In llvlnk' with
ber i.nii Ne.il and Anni'llH IliiiKton, and
lilot In Mini the pnper left to Annette
Jiy Iiit lnlher. Nfiil tries fur admission
lo the Nuviil academy, but tbrmiKh the
tri'.u lii iy i f Joey Webber In ilefeuied by
Joey tiiM;riicil. Ni-n- l In the
tiiivv. Ine tti iH it trap fur Joey and the

oiisilr.il'.m K't blm In their power. if

Hint heat applied to the
m.iu riM-iil- s Hie location of the lout In-

land. Kubco,untly In a atruKKlu for its
jiosNi hki .ii tbi' miip 1h torn In llip a purls,
Jli rn.itidi :!. .nuelle and Ncnl emli h eur-Jii- i;

ii piriM '.i. Anni'lto p:iIIh on the t'oro-niiii- n

in nfiir 'h of her father. Tim crew
joullny. i.inl are overcome by a boiiidtni;
pm iv from V S. Iicstroyer Jackson, led
by . In Martinique Annelle and Neal

re i antui'i d nml taken to a huhkkIcih'
iv to In) blown up with dynamite, but

.nre reni'iieil by a sponge diver. Im furscs
iibintitii itlun papers tor herself us e.

In an Insurrection Nc al and
nra nr.nln raptured, carried to the.

Son CTy ni.il Anne(t Ih offered ua a
Villee to the mn Rial, They ura rescued
tny marine troin the Albuny.

NINTH INSTALLMENT

THE YELLOW PERIL

CHAPTER XL.

The Pests of Tortuga.
Tho commander of tha Albany low-

ered his glasses. He beckoned to
Neal Hardin, a gunner on his ship.
Noal answered the summons and

"You nir.y inform your friend Mlaa
(llngton and her party that In half
n hour they will be Bet ashora at

Tortuga," he directed.
Neal ntarted off. "One moment,"

Added the commander. "Tell Miss
that I'd like to speak to her."

Neal found Annotto and delivered
4he message and In a moment An-

nette was nt the commander's side.
"Miss Ilington," said the command-

er, "without Intruding, may I ask tha
purpose of your extensive peregrina-
tion V

"Peregrination describes It," said
.Annotli? laughing, "and you may."
She glancful about her even there

bit stealthily, and produced hnr
hamoi3 bag, and from it took the

iinap the old time-worn- , yellow, tat-

tered parchment map of the Lost Islo
of Clnnihar. Tho commander glanced
:at it with Interest.

"Hum." he said at length, "no Icngl-"tudt- j,

no latitude."
Annetto smiled. "Heat brirgs out

the hidden inscription," she returned,
J'the latitude is there but you can't

iia v-

Annette Ministers to the Sick.

see it so is the longitude. I know
it by heart 18 degrees 30 minutes
aorta and 123 degrees 40 minutes
west and there, somehow, I hope to
meet my father and find his quick-Oliv- er

mines."
"Pacific- - ocean," mused the r,

"off Mexico, Central Ame-
ricaSouth America but not far off.

There's something in my mind about
that locality what is it? I've heard
4alk about it somewhere. Something

i can't recall."
He returned the map. "What I de-ire- d

to say, Miss Ilington," he went
on, "is this if I had my way I'd take
you there. But the United States
navy ha? other duties to perform.
Yonder is Tortuga. We'll see you

safe ashore and If we find the shoro
isn't safe, we'll see you safe ashore
louie other place. I am expecting

dally, to return. Glad to have
fceen of service.

An hour later Annette and her
party disembarked from one of the
Albany's launches.

CONDENSATIONS

An English woman married to a
German takes her husband's nation-
ality.

Chelmorton Church, In the Derby-

shire peak, is the highest church In
KncJand.

It is regarded as a death warning
In some parts ot Germany to hear a
cricket's cry.

Norfolk has more churches In pro-

portion to its population than any oth-:-

English county.

of the Aztec village of Corazon del
Sol, a few days before, three mwi
accompanied by a native guide or two

hud crept through the Jungle toward
civilization and the shore, On the
second (lay they liad reached a rail-

way station, such as It wus, and a rull-rou-

such as it was. They found

the Ktatlonmaster.
"When does the next train go?"

demanded Hernandez.
The olllelal yawned. "When she re-

turns from Tortuga, the peKtllentlul
possibly tomorrow afternoon."

Hornaiidoz stamped his foot impa-

tiently.
Hours later from a clump of trees

on the outskirts of Toi-tug- Hernan-
dez, l'onlo and Unite peered Herons

the li iy.
r.utldenly Hernandez clutched Pon-t- o

by tho arm. "Look," ho cried, 'they
come."

Thnui?h tho opening in the leaves
ho pointed toward tho wharf. Annette
nnd her little coterie weru landing on

the wharf.
"I'onto," said Hernandez, "that lit-

tle wildcat of a girlnlie and her
sweetheart they have

tricked us long enough. This time
they shall not get away."

CHAPTER XLI.

Pestilence.
As Annette's party passed along,

slnirle file, up the narrow overgrown
shore road, slappiig and swatting
mosquitoes to their heart's content,
they heard a quick iitep behind them.
They turned. An officer closing up

their rear, saluted.
He was the ship's surgeon. He

Btrode on with brisk pace. "Let me
get ahead there if you please," he
said, "there's something that I don't
like about this place I want to have
a look."

Scarcely had he said It before a
native woman darted out of a tumble-
down hut one of many that fronted
on the shore road.

"Madre dl Dios," she cried in shrill
acconts. "Americanos help succor.

For the love of heaven."
She kneeled by the roadside and as

tha surgeon swung alcng, she clasped
him by the knees.

"My child my man child my only
one," she wailed. In the Spanish
tongue, "he is at death's door. Help,
Sonor, senora, senorita help

Tha Rurceon lifted tha woman to
her feet. He spoke soothingly in
Snanish to her, and turned and told
the others what she said.

"Go on, everybody," he cried, point
ing up the road, "let nobody follow
me. Go your way."

Annette and her little party pro-

ceeded forthwith to the hotel a flimsy
affair, reioicine in the cognomen of
the Inn of the Spanish Don.

Hut after hut the surgeon entered,
glincing quizzically Into the face of
some sufferer nodding solemnly with
pursed-u- p lips left tablets and dlrec
tions, and then went on his way.

Finally ho found his way to the cen
ter of the town and mado an inquiry,
He was directed to a somewhat formal
looking building.

The surgeon strode on into the
house. He found tho mayor in his
pajamas, smoking a cigar.

Tho surgeon seated himself and ac
cented a nalmleaf fan. "Sorry." he
said, "but your place reeks with yel
low fever you've got an epidemic on
your hands "

Mayor Ramon Carrol started up,

"Madre di Dios," he cried, "what not
another one. They will impeach me

lt is ruin. Say cot so."
The surgeon nodded. "Don't get ex-

cited, Senor Carrol," he returned, "for
tunately the Albany is in the road- -

Btead. I'll fetch over a hospital force.
We'll do what we can. Have you got
a piece of paper I want half a dozen
sheets. That's what I came here for."

He got them and went on his way.

His way lay past the Inn of the Span-

ish Don. He stopped.
"Hero, Gunner Hardin," ho cried,

"come out in the road and spray me
with this." Neal sprayed him. The
surgeon sat down in the hotel office
and harangued Annntte's party. He
harrangued them from a distance. "You
people," he said, "are in no danger
not even Mrs. Hardin if you follow
my instructions.

"The important thing," went on the
surgeon, "is the mosquitoes. It Isn't
likely the bites you've got have done
you any harm. I'll leave you tablets
anyhow, to ward the fever off. But
I'll do more I'll have mosquito net-

ting fetched over from the ship and
you can sleep under it at night. Now
I want help "

He distributed the shoots of official
paper he had obtained from Mayor
Ramon Carrol.

"Sit down all of you anywhere,"
he commanded, "and write out what I
say. It'll bo In Spanish and it's got
to be plain. I'll spell the words so
you won't go wrong. Bogin."

And then be dictated the warning
that was posted that afternoon in all
the public places of the town.

John Sell of Osnaburg, O., although
ninety-fou- r years old, Is the champion
walker of his county. A hike of 12

miles a day Is nothing unusuaL He
ascribes bis fine physical condition
to walking.

King George of England is the in-

ventor of a store that will serve as an
open grate in one room of a house
and cook meals in the usual way In
another.

In Japan, if a bride dislikes taking
her husband's name she may adopt
him Into her own family.

"The little white angel." went on

Ponto as though reciting a lusson.
"Eh," cried Hernandez.
"Our young friend of the map

that is what they call her every
where. Tho little white angel. She
goes about from hut to hut from fe

patient to fever-stricke-

patient yet she survives. But she
will answer any call."

He leaned forward. "ou under-
stand, capitan," he said, "she will an-

swer any call. Let sickness call to
her, she goes."

"Ah," said Hernandez, "that is well.
And the gunner where is he?"

"Everywhere he, too, will answer
any call."

"Cm," said Hernandez, "go on go

on."
Ponto's eyes gleamed. "Ah," ho

said, "one mile out of town and
through this clump of bushes where
we sit down in yonder hoHow "

"Go on," commanded Hernandez,
"what lies down In the hollow by this
hill?"

Ponto Rhaded his mouth with his
hand. "Whisper," he returned, "whis-

per. No one not even he shall
hear."

For a moment he whispered into the
ear ot Hernandez. When ha had fin-

ished Hernandez rose to his feet with
glittering eyes.

"It's here," he sald,1n his turn tap-

ping his forehead. "I have it. By

heaven, this time they shall not get
away."

CHAPTER XLIII.

Perilous Places.
Ten days later Annette Ilington,

now called the little white angel even
by the shore squad from the cruiser,
felt her skirts plucked by a clutching
hand. She looked down. A native a
mere bag of bones in a jumble of rags

crouched at her feet.
"Little white angel," whined the na-

tive in Spanish and Annette had
learned enough of the tongue to listen
to appeals for help "my daughter-j- ust

like you so kind, and pretty.
She lies at death's door. You have
food, you have medicine and you can

lay your hand on her. She will get
well. What you have done for oth-

ers you can do for her."
An officer from tho Albany turned

the corner. Annette's heart leaped.

The man was Neal Hardin.
"Neal," she cried, "listen to him

talk to him for me. Ask him where
his daughter is I'll go unless it's too

far."
Neal spoke to the man in his native

language. The man Jabbered back
eloquently.

"Only a short distance out of town,"
said Neal, "over that hill."

"I'll go," said Annette.
Neal pondered for a moment "All

right," he said, "and I'm free Just
now. I'll go with you."

The native leaped to his feet with
alacrity and ran crookedly ahead of

them. Outside of the town they
plunged into undergrowth and then
through woods but the ground was
dry and the trail was fairly good.

At the door of a hut the native
paused and motioned them in.

Neal and Annette entered side by

side. In a dark corner was a huddled
shape under a filthy cloth. Annette
sprang toward it At that instant the
native dropped to the ground and
clutched Neal's ankles tightly in each
hand. At the same instant the hud-

dled figure in the corner leaped to Its
feet it was no stricken girl it was
Hernandez, with the light of triumph
in hla eyes. And at the same instant
Ponto and the brute sprang into the
fray.

It was only a matter of a moment
before Annette and Neal found them-

selves bound and lying on the floor.

Some of na can even get pleasure
out of our troubles by telling them to
other people.

You may be able to keep the wolf
from the door, but the mosquitoes are
pretty sure to get in.

Those people are mighty lucky
whose family jars are all kept In the
pantry.

A Httte push Is worth more in the
ad than a political pul

"Lead on," he commanded; you

know the way."
"Ah." said the native, "I and mighty

few beside. Be careful now."
Ponto turned to Hernandez. "This,"

he said, "is the cause of all the pesti-

lence this is tho quagmire at tho bot-

tom "of our hill mosquito swamp
"There are not so many mosquitoes

here," returned Hernandez, "not
enough In fact."

The native grinned. "Not now but
at night at night they are legion
they are fiends, foul fiends. And they
breed pestilence. On. Follow me."

Back at the Inn of the Spanish Don

Neat Hardin's mother began to grow

restive Annette had not returned
Neal was nowhere to be seen. Once

the surgeon stepped tn and inquired
for Neal. After that Mrs. Hardin
mado inquiries of her own. No one
knew where he wa3 no oue had seen
the little white angel. . . .

Out in the swamp Neal and Annette
were conducted to a small, swamp
islet, green with dark growth upon

which there was barely foothold.
"This," said the native to Hernan-

dez, "is the place of which I told.
From this there is no escape.

Hernandez bowed. "You have chos-

en pests and pestilence, your friends,"
ho said. "Good-night- , and pleasant
dreams. Now take ua hack."

Back at the hut, the native was bow-

ing low. Hernandez poured much
coin into his hand. "And mind," said
Hernandez, "close mouth for two days
at any rate, you dog."

In one way he was close-mouthe-

In another way he . . . well, he
started for tho nearest tavern, and
bent his elbow with great frequency
and every time he bent his elbow he
opened his mouth and to some pur-

pose . . . after awhile he began to
treat and talk and show his money.

And then, to prove he was an honest
man and no thief, like others there, he
began to tell Juat how he had become
so very, very rich in such a short space
of time . . . they listened to him
open mouthed. Among them were
men, sober men, whose families had
seen ministered to by the augol sent
from heaven a little white angel.
One of these men suddenly sprang to

his feet and grabbed the boaster by

the scruff of the neck and, notwith-
standing struggles, carried him, pell
mell, from the wine shop. . . .

Back in the Inn of the Spanish Don,

the proprietor was protesting that he
had not seen Gunner Neal had not
learned ot the whereabouts of the lit-tl- o

white angel Senorita Annette Il-

ington. A dozen bluejackets were on

hand the surgeon was there. Mrs.
Hardin, wild-eye- d in the glare of fie
smoky lamps, was sobbing hysterical-
ly. Inex looked on calmly. Suddenly
into the midst of this company was
propelled an intoxicated natlve a bag

SNAP SHOTS

When the sheriff is actually work-

ing at his Job, the lynching often is
frustrated.

When a man talks about a bargain
he means roal estate. When a woman
talks about a bargain It is something
at the dry goods store.

What finally became of that deadly
weapon, the folding beM?

It can also be said that those who
go crazy over a popular song make a
short Journey.

A Question.
"Dnt spaniel of yours must be soma

"scrapper
"Oh. no. Spaniels do not fight"
"Den how did he git his face pushed
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